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"  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;   but  we  will  not  deplore  thee  ; 

Since  God  was  thy  Ransom,  thy  Guardian,  thy  Guide  ; 
He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thee ; 

And  death  hath  no  sting  since  the  Saviour  hath  died." 


PREFACE. 


The  Author  in  presenting  this  brief  memorial  simply  designs 
to  raise  up  an  humble  stone  to  the  memory  of  a  beloved  child, 
who  now  sleeps  in  Jesus.  No  claim  to  originality  of  thought  is 
proposed.  It  is  to  the  honor  and  praise  of  God's  tender  love  ;  to 
this  sweet  floweret  which  to-day  blossoms  in  the  amaranthine 
climes  of  Heaven  !  Jesus  planted,  watered  and  culled  this  sweet 
flower.  To  speak  of  her  fragrance  is  to  honor  the  work  of  Jesus. 
The  glory  of  God  being  the  sole  aim  of  its  publication,  no 
embellishment  or  exaggeration  will  be  found  to  characterize  this 
record  of  God's  dealings  with  this  precious  child.  It  is  written 
and  presented  as  balm  for  the  sorrow-stricken  parents  and  friends 
of  this  little  one.  Through  the  grace  of  God,  it  may  also  tend  to 
promote  his  glory,  in  leading  other  children  to  seek  an  interest  in 
the  Redeemer  she  loved,  so  that  when  God  shall  call  them  away, 
it  may  be  to  blossom  forever  in  eternal  beauty,  with  our 
FLOWER  IN  PARADISE. 

If  this  little  volume  can  be  made  instrumental  in  leading  her 
much  beloved  class-mates  to  the  Saviour,  that  praise  will  be 
given  to  Him  for  evermore. 
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INTRODUCTOKY    SERVICE. 


The  funeral  services  commenced  on  Tuesday  afternoon,  (2 
o'clock,)  at  the  residence  of  her  parents.  The  Rev.  Thomas 
Easton  commenced  by  reading  several  selections  of  the  Scriptures. 
Prayer  was  then  addressed  to  the  throne  of  Grace,  commending 
the  bereaved  to  the  Divine  Comforter  of  the  sorrowing.  F.  Gla- 
zier, the  Superintendent,  and  Teachers  of  the  Sabbath  School, 
at  the  request  of  the  parents,  sang  a  hymn,  entitled  "The 
Beautiful  Land."  This  hymn  was  much  admired  by  the 
departed,  while  living,  and  who  now  enjoys  all  its  blessed 
felicities  !  The  body  was  afterwards  conveyed  to  the  Congre- 
gational Church,  where  the  funeral  address  was  delivered  by  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Easton. 

u  Yet  parents,  though  thy  child  be  dead,  light  through  thy  darkness  streams — 
As  on  the  ear  a  low  voice  falls,  like  music  in  thy  dreams  ; 
To  soothe  thy  sadness,  quell  thy  grief,  and  check  thy  tears  'tis  given, 
Whispering,  Father,  Mother,  I  have  found  a  better  home  in  Heaven." 


ADDRESS. 


II.  Kings,  4th  Chap.,  26th  Verse.  "  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?  and  she  an- 
swered, it  is  well." 

Bereavement  holds  a  prominent  part  in  the  Providential  disci- 
pline of  every  household.  Sorrow  is  a  universal  heritage.  The 
Christian's  home,  which  is  the  centre  of  the  highest  interests  and 
purest  pleasures,  is  no  less  the  scene  of  dark  trials  and  sad  be- 
reavements. That  home  may  become  as  dreary  and  desolate  as 
the  abode  of  the  Patriarch  Job.  The  Christian  may,  like  a 
tree  in  wintry  solitude,  be  stripped  of  his  richest  clusters  and 
summer  glory  ;  like  the  dream  of  an  hour,  all  his  beauty  and  loveli- 
ness may  pass  away.  Death  brings  to  our  hearts  unutterable  an- 
guish, when  silently  he  lays  in  his  icy  arms  the  beloved  objects 
of  our  affection  that  gave  our  own  existence  a  meaning — a  charm. 
Their  lovely  spirits  wreath  precious  laurels  around  our  memory. 
Yes,  the  fondest  ties  are  broken,  the  brightest  hopes  fade,  and 
fairest  flowerets  wither  when  death  enters  our  households.  Un- 
feeling Death  !  Why  shouldst  thou  thus  blight  the  loveliest  flower, 
and  nip  the  tender  unfolding  buds  of  promise  in  the  Christian 
home?  Thus  it  was  that  he  came  to  the  Hebrew  household  and 
"poured  his  putrifying  breath"  upon  a  lovely  child,  and  the 
floweret  withered  in  its  mother's  arms ;  no  earthly  light,  no  luxury 
could  satisfy,  nor  could  human  friend  fill  the  place  of  the  beloved 
one.  It  was  an  only  child!  This  child  of  the  Shumamite  family 
was  supposed  to  be  the  solace  of  the  parent's  old  age.  The  be- 
reaved mother  beheld  God's  merciful  design,  His  wisdom  and 
goodness,  and  was  led  in  pious  resignation  to  say,  "  He  hath  done 
all  things  well."  When  the  Prophet  Elijah  sent  his  servant  to 
inquire,  "  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?"  the  bereaved  mother,  assured 
that  it  was  the  discipline  of  a  Fathers  hand,  the  ministration  of  a 
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Fathers  love,  meekly  replied,  "  It  is  well."  The  ruthless  invader 
has  again,  in  an  hour  of  supposed  security,  entered  an  attractive 
group  that  were  happy  in  each  other's  love,  and  the  only  child  is 
again  snatched  from  the  bosom  of  affection  to  the  cold  and  cheer- 
less grave.  Possessed  of  the  highest  evidences  respecting  her 
everlasting  happiness,  and  triumphal  entry  on  scenes  of  immortal 
grandeur,  the  beatific  vision,  the  society  of  angels,  and  the  spirits 
of  the  just  made  perfect,  we  can  say  of  the  emancipated  blood- 
redeemed  spirit,  "  It  is  well." 

My  theme  on  this  mournful  occasion  may  now  be  stated.  The 
Glory  and  Blessedness  of  the  Sainted  Dead.  "Is  it  well 
with  the  child  ?"     "  Yes,  it  is  well." 

Dwelling  where  life  is  fully  developed  and  enjoyed  ;  life  in  all 
its  completeness  and  incorruptible  excellency — "  it  is  well."  The 
crown  which  decks  her  royal  brow,  is  a  crown  of  .life  ;  the  tree 
beneath  whose  fragrant  foliage  the  redeemed  sit  down  to  rest, 
whose  fruit  is  both  sweet  to  the  taste,  and  life  sustaining — is  the 
tree  of  life.  The  pure  river,  clear  as  crystal,  that  flows  from  be- 
neath the  throne  and  makes  glad  the  city  of  the  New  Jerusalem — 
is  the  river  of  life.  The  inhabitants  are  the  heirs  of  life  eternal 
— it  is  all  life.  Death's  shadow  cannot  darken  the  portals  of  the 
celestial  home.  There,  thy  cherished  blood-royal  and  blood-ran- 
somed child  reigns,  clothed  in  all  the  heavenliness  of  triumphant 
grace. 

Yes,  "  It  is  well,"  for  thy  beloved  one  is  emancipated  from 
sorrow,  temptation,  trials  and  sin.  Who  will  not  admit  that  it  is 
an  act  of  kindness  for  God  to  remove  the  young  by  death,  if  a 
clear  assurance  can  be  given  us  that  they  rest  in  heaven  ?  There, 
tribulation  is  unknown  ;  and  though  our  hearts,  heaving  with  pain- 
ful emotions,  too  big  for  utterance,  would  doubt  His  mercy ;  yet 
behind  the  angry  tempest  cloud  the  eye  of  faith  discerns  that  in- 
finite love  has  arrested  them  from  the  many  perils  and  tribulations 
of  a  mature  life.  Their  pilgrimage  being  shorter  through  the  vale 
of  tears,  they  thereby  escape  ten  thousand  assaults  of  the  adversa- 
ry of  truth  and  righteousness.  How  many  perplexing  trials  that 
might  have   thronged  the  pathway   of  this  tender  lamb — thorns 
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that  would  have  pierced  the  feet  of  the  pilgrim  is  to  her  unknown ; 
the  blighting  influences  of  sin  cannot  interrupt  her  pathway  now. 
Oh  !  blessed  emancipation  !  from  a  sick  bed  to  a  throne  of  glory  ! 
from. weeping  friends  to  glorified  spirits!  from  a  world  full  of 
wailing  and  anguish,  to  realms  of  perfect  holiness,  and  eternal 
bliss !  where  cruel  unrest  never  dare  disturb  ;  where  the  dark, 
dark  shadows  of  fear  and  sadness  never  falls,  where  no  unsatis- 
factory prospects  delude  the  vision,  but  the  presence  chamber  of 
the  King  of  kings — the  home,  the  long-wished-for  home  of  her 
hopes  and  aspirations. 

"  It  is  well ;"  thy  beloved  one  is  glorified.  Those  "  whom  God  jus- 
tifies, them  he  also  glorifies.'7  This  glorification,  which  the  sainted 
enjoy,  is  the  grand  realization  of  the  all-sufficient  grace  of  God  ; 
the  glorification  of  the  saints  is  the  entire  perfection  of  all  that  is 
excellent  and  beautiful.  It  is  the  perfection  of  holiness,  being  con- 
formed in  every  respect,  to  Christ ;  for,  says  the  apostle,  "We  shall  be 
like  Him,  for  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is."  We  know  not,  and  cannot 
comprehend,  what  form  that  young  spirit  has  assumed,  nor  what  ap- 
pearance she  now  presents  ;  but  life  is  not  measured  by  successive 
years  in  eternity,  nor  is  age  known  in  the  better  land ;  therefore, 
she  must  be — the  child  perfect.  As  a  child,  her  body  must  be 
raised  in  the  resurrection  morn;  as  a  child  must  the  spirit  stand 
before  God  in  the  judgment — therefore,  we  conclude,  as  a  child, 
will  be  her  powers  in  eternity.  Are  there  not  different  degrees  of 
glory  in  heaven  ?  Yes ;  but  as  the  smallest  planets  are  nearest 
the  sun,  we  can  only  think  of  this  bright  young  star  as  being  also 
near  "the  throne  of  God  and  the  Lamb."  It  is  not  disputed  by 
any  that  the  child -like  is  the  choice  characteristic  feature  of  all 
piety.  Did  not  the  blessed  Saviour  declare,  "  Of  such  is  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  ?  "  her  glorification  must  therefore  be  the  perfec- 
tion of  childhood — a  child  in  nature,  a  child  in  grace,  a  child  in 
glory.  As  the  child  that  left  your  earthly  home,  you  shall  meet 
and  recognize  her  again  ;  says  Jesus,  "the  glory  thou  gavest  me  I 
have  given  them;"  all  that  Christ  has,  as  their  glorified  Saviour, 
the  redeemed  have,  as  his  glorified  saints,  being  made  partakers 
of  his  nature,  on  earth,  they  are  robed  and  crowned  with  the  same 
perfection  of  Christ's  glorified  nature  in  heaven. 
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"  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?"  "  Yes,  it  is  well."  Thy  beloved 
one  has  entered  a  kingdom  where  holiness  is  perfected ;  no  cloud 
of  uncertainty  respecting  her  complete  salvation  can  darken  your 
heart ;  no  painful  anxieties  need  distract  your  mind.  She  cannot 
now  wander  from  God,  despise  his  rich  grace,  and  at  last  perish  ; 
but  stands  complete  in  purity  in  His  presence ;  there  no  evils 
reduceth,  no  sin  defileth,  no  spoiler  comes  to  rob  the  soul  of  its 
coronation  splendors.  Washed  in  the  Saviour's  atoning  blood, 
clothed  in  the  fine  linen  of  the  saints,  without  a  stain  on  the  con- 
science, tear  in  the  eye,  shadow  on  the  mind,  we  behold  her- — 
"  faultless,  before  the  throne."  Saved  from  pollution,  guilt  and 
eternal  death,  she  has  inherited  all  that  appertains  to  the  holiness 
of  those  blessed  mansions,  where  the  "  pure  in  heart  see  God." 

"  Is  it  well  with  the  child?11  "Yes,  it  is  well."  Thy  beloved 
reigns  where  happiness  is  consummated]  whilst  on  earth  how  often 
you  desired  her  happiness,  nor  could  anything  have  afforded  you 
more  delight  than  to  know  her  spirit  was  filled  with  gladness. 
Beloved,  weeping  and  sorrow-stricken  ones,  she  reigns  now  in  the 
fullness  of  celestial  happiness,  where  the  glad  songs  of  redeemed 
millions  vibrates  along  the  sapphire  walls,  and  quivering  find  an 
echo  amid  the  crystal  turrets  of  the  topless  throne.  Oh,  what 
themes  dwell  upon  their  tongues — Christ  as  the  precious  Saviour  ! 
Christ  as  the  mighty  conqueror  !  Christ  as  King  of  kings  !  It  is 
the  most  natural  thought  to  the  mind  ;  to  think  of  our  "  early 
lost  and  early  saved,"  as  among  the  happy  choirs  of  heaven. 
How  could  we  tempt  her  back  again  from  such  royal  employ  to 
the  sin-polluted  shades  of  grief  and  sadness  ?  No,  no,  no.  Fare- 
well, dear  precious  flower,  till  we  meet  thee  above.  While  with 
saddened  hearts  we  lay  our  hands  on  thy  cold,  beautiful,  marble 
brow,  and  perform  these  last  acts  of  affection,  we  shall  not  only 
think  of  thy  dust,  as  sleeping,  but  always  thy  spirit,  as  blossom- 
ing, amid  the  unfading  beauties  of  Paradise.  Our  Flower  in 
Paradise  !  Ye  were  His  by  birth,  by  holy  baptism,  by  the 
washing  of  regeneration,  by  the  Holy  Ghost's  in-dwelling  :  and 
ye  were  led,  refreshed,  and  comforted  by  the  good  Shepherd  who 
loveth  the   lambs,    and   gently  carrieth    them    in  His  arms.     Ye 
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have  gone  to  the  mountains  of  frankincense  and  myrrh,  until  the 
day-break  appears,  and  the  shadows  "  flee  away."  Now,  we  shall 
bow  submissively,  and  say,  "  It  is  well."  Thy  triumph  of  faith 
is  completed,  and  yours  is  now  a  never-ending  victory. 

Lastly,  we  observe,  the  knowledge  of  the  redeemed  spirit,  is  ele- 
vated, pure  and  spiritual.  The  loftiest  conception  of  an  educated 
mind  upon  earth  pales  before  the  attainments  of  the  heavenly  in- 
habitants ;  for  there  they  "  know  as  they  are  known,"  while  we 
on  earth,  "see  as  through  a  glass  darkly."  Is  this  elevated  state 
of  knowledge  so  pure  and  spiritual  enjoyed  by  children  in  hea- 
ven ?  Yes  ;  their  intellectual  stature  can  never  be  counted  dimi- 
nutive only  when  compared  with  the  infinite  wisdom  of  God. 
There  knowledge,  like  light,  pervades,  surrounds,  and  fills  all 
minds.  No  weariness,  sickness  or  pain,  shall  cause  them  to 
falter,  but,  advancing  in  the  mysteries  of  the  kingdom,  aspiring  to 
heights  infinitely  above,  ever  approaching,  yet  never  reaching  a 
terminus  in  the  far,  mi  traveled  depths  of  eternity.  With  an  un- 
clouded vision,  that  young  saint  will  now  penetrate  the  deep 
things  of  God.  But  what  will  be  their  studies?  This  we  cannot 
now  fully  comprehend ;  but  the  popular  belief  obtains,  among 
educated  minds,  that  they  will  learn,  as  they  worship,  and  love  to 
worship  as  they  learn.  We  cannot  be  far  mistaken,  if  at  all,  in 
saying,  the  mode  of  translation  from  nature's  darkness,  on  earth, 
to  the  cloudless  glory  above,  the  mysterious,  intricate  providences 
of  time,  the  achievement  of  earth's  redemption,  by  the  Eternal 
Son  of  God,  will  occupy  a  large  share  of  heavenly  study.  How 
they  will  listen  to  the  pilgrimages  of  the  Patriarchs,  the  conflicts 
of  the  Apostles,  Martyrs,  Eeformers  and  Confessors  of  the  early 
ages ;  and  while  they  behold  the  depths  of  God's  wisdom,  love 
and  knowledge,  they,  with  the  seraphic  choirs,  shall  fill  the  re- 
splendent courts  of  heaven  with  the  melody  of  their  golden 
harps !  What  regions  to  penetrate,  what  expansion  of  powers, 
strength  of  susceptibilities  and  perceptions,  traversing  nearer  the 
grand  comprehension  of  Him  who  is  infinitely  above  and  beyond 
the  loftiest  advance.  Nothing  truly  human,  nothing  truly  divine, 
nothing  truly  heavenly,  will  be  foreign  to  them,  as  the  effulgence 
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of  Jehovah's  throne  eradiates  their  minds  and  perpetuates  both 
the  strength  and  purity  of  their  souls.  Thy  child  is  thus  a  new- 
trophy  of  redeeming  love,  ail  radiant  in  the  Saviour's  image,  and 
gazing  this  very  moment  into  the  new  Apocalypse  of  the  mysteries 
of  the  grandeur  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven !  "  Is  it  well  with  the 
child."     Yes,  oh  yes,  IT  IS  WELL  ! 

This  precious  child  was  given  to  the  now-bereaved  parents,  at 
Hopewell,  Conn.,  on  the  22d  of  January,  1848;  a  child  of  prayer, 
and  as  bright  a  light  as  ever  shone  in  the  habitations  of  man. 
From  her  infancy,  she  was  marked  for  her  truthful,  sincere  and 
tenderly  affectionate  spirit,  nor  could  any  child  be  more  suscepti- 
ble to  generous,  confiding,  home  government.  Brought  up  under 
the  influences  of  united  firmness  and  affection,  God  was  pleased  to 
favor  all  the  parental  efforts  put  forth  to  train  this  child  for  Him. 
Moral  beauty  shone  forth  in  every  part  of  her  brief  existence, 
while  her  sweet  and  amiable  disposition  endeared  her  to  every 
one  who  knew  her.  In  matters  of  great  or  minor  importance, 
there  was  displayed  such  a  sense  of  propriety,  and  exceedingly 
correct  judgment,  as  would  become  one  more  advanced  in  years. 
In  all  her  actions  there  was  such  entire  forgetfulness  of  self,  blend- 
ed with  earnest  desires  for  the  welfare  and  happiness  of  others, 
that  it  was  remarked  "  God  gave  us  Ella  to  show  how  pure  a  life 
could  be  lived  m  this  sinful  world."  Yet  wTith  all  this  native  good- 
ness of  a  heart  that  seemed  a  stranger  to  guile,  selfishness  and  cor- 
ruption, a  work  was  to  be  accomplished  in  that  heart  which  pa.- 
rents,  with  all  the  glowing  ardor  of  their  affection  could  not  per- 
form ;  that  work  was  the  sanctification  and  meetness  "  for  the  in- 
heritance of  the  saints  in  light."  Nothing  but  the  efficacious 
blood  of  Christ  can  wash  and  make  clean  the  hearts  of  the 
children  of  men.  This  purity  of  heart,  the  fruit  of  a  God-inspired 
faith,  was  longed  for  and  obtained  by  this  young  heir  of  grace. 

Last  winter,  while  the  Holy  Spirit  was  moving  on  many 
hearts,  it  alighted  in  love  upon  her  tender  conscience,  and 
she  became  deeply  "  convinced  of  sin,  righteousness  and 
of  judgment,"  and  the  great  need  of  salvation,  through  the 
sufferings  and  death  of  Jesus  Christ.     How  the  penitential  tears 
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flowed  from  those  cheeks,  as  humbly  and  fervently  she  entreated 
her  beloved  parents  to  pray  for  her  salvation.  With  the  deepest 
conviction  of  her  own  sinfulness,  and  need  of  God's  pardoning  fa- 
vor, she  attended  the  inquiry  meeting,  if  per  adventure  her  soul 
might  find  rest.  Long  and  fearful  was  the  conflict  between  that 
young  heart  and  the  hostile  powers  of  unbelief,  in  its  desire  for 
victory  over  sin.  The  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit  upon  Ella's 
mind  was  like  the  rising  dawn,  not  the  sudden  change  from 
midnight  darkness  to  the  bright  effulgence  of  noon-day ;  but 
as  though,  by  slow  degrees,  the  eastern  sky  brightens,  and 
the  dark  shadows  soften  and  dissolve ;  while  the  twinkling 
stars  melt  away  into  the  brightness  of  their  source,  till  lost 
in  the  radiance  of  the  glowing  fiery  orb  which  floods  the 
world  with  an  ocean  of  glory — so  to  this  young  believer  was  the 
triumphant  rising  of  the  sun  of  righteousness  upon  her  heart. 
Let  there  be  obliterated  from  memory  what  may,  never  can 
I,  as  her  pastor,  forget  that  night,  when  assembled  in  the  front 
parlor  of  Brother  Franklin  Glazier's  residence,  there  we  all  knelt 
in  prayer,  pleading  before  the  throne  of  grace,  for  the  evidence  of 
God's  acceptance.  It  came.  Yes,  it  was  then  "  well  with  the 
child,"  for  pure  unmingled  joy  sprang  up  in  her  soul,  while  as 
from  living  fountains,  peace  flowed  forth  in  streams,  and  pervaded 
her  whole  being,  as  she  arose  "a  new  creature  in  Christ  Jesus." 
The  blessed  evidences  of  her  Heavenly  Father's  adopting  love, 
was  there  found  and  ever  afterwards  fully  enjoyed.  Gentleness 
and  affection  ruled  her  spirit,  and  her  whole  character  was  the 
Lamb-like  nature  of  Christ.  Daily  becoming  assimilated  to  the 
divine  pattern,  deeds  and  not  words  alone  spoke  of  the  great 
change.  Her  Christian  life,  though  brief,  was  one  of  marked 
meekness,  purity  and  love.  The  Bible  became  her  constant  com- 
panion, perusing  the  Evangelists  and  delighting  herself  by  medi- 
tating on  "that  sweet  story  of  old ;"  reading  of  the  sad  evening 
Jesus  spent  in  Gethsemane,  or  of  his  hanging  upon  the  accursed  tree 
on  Calvary,  the  throbbings  of  that  young  heart,  and  the  eyes  suf- 
fused with  tears,  marked  her  soul  as  being  filled  with  all  the 
purest  impulses  of  humanity.     She  was  devotedly  attached  to  the 
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Sabbath-school.  The  Superintendent,  Teachers  and  Class-mates, 
shared  her  affections  so  largely  that  her  own  individuality  appeared 
to  be  completely  merged  in  the  Sabbath-school ;  she  was  a  studi- 
ous attentive  scholar — hence  her  knowledge  of  the  Word  of  God, 
was,  for  one  so  young,  truly  marvellous.  In  death,  among  her  last 
hours,  she  thought  and  spoke  of  the  blessed  privileges  of  the 
Sabbath-school.  As  her  pastor,  I  loved  the  lamb,  because  she 
was  the  youngest  of  our  fold  ;  but  Jesus,  the  chief  shepherd,  leads 
her  now  himself  amid  the  green  pastures  of  the  Heavenly  Canaan, 
and  with  other  young  saints,  reclines,  where  His  flocks  rest  at 
noonday.  Oh,  I  praise  God,  as  a  Christian  minister,  for  that  clear 
testimony  she  gave  in  favor  of  the  religion  of  Jesus,  as  one  pos- 
sessed of  the  unsearchable  riches  of  His  grace.  I  have  not  one 
single  doubt  but  her  decease  will  glorify  God,  and  our  bitter  sor- 
row shall  yield  to  unmingled  joy,  in  seeing  others  of  her  age  led 
to  Christ  by  this  providence,  and  becoming  living  epistles  of  re- 
deeming love.  Zion,  millitant,  weeps  the  loss  of  one  so  young 
and  dear,  but  Zion  triumphant,  exults  in  the  ascension  of  one  so 
ripe  and  prepared  for  its  holy  communion.  From  the  first  of  her 
illness,  there  seems  to  have  been  the  impression  that  this  sickness 
was  unto  death.  Speaking  to  her  parents  one  day  of  the  brevity 
of  life,  she  remarked :  "  My  days  are  swifter  than  a  weaver's  shut- 
tle," and  very  frequently  made  mention  of  heaven,  as  the  home 
of  her  aspirations.  She  had  strong  desires  to  be  more  good,  and 
so  often  expressed  that  desire,  I  could  only  interpret  it  as  the 
soul's  desire  for  perfect  holiness.  When  amid  her  most  excrucia- 
ting pains,  a  friend  tendered  consolation  ;  looking  up,  she  meekly 
replied  :  "  All  this  is  nothing  to  what  Jesus  suffered  for  me,"  and 
in  that  fearful  hour  of  death,  trusted  nothing  but  the  merits  of  her 
once  crucified,  but  now  glorified  Eedeemer.  The  last  visit  which  I 
made  to  the  chamber  of  the  dying,  and  speaking  of  her  departure 
from  us,  she  stretched  forth  her  attenuated  arm,  saying :  "  Fare- 
well, Brother  Easton,  you'll  meet  me  in  heaven,  won't  you?" 
Yes,  sweet  flower,  we  shall  meet  again,  where  partings  are  un- 
known. Her  last  words  to  her  almost  broken-hearted  parents, 
were  so  solemn,  spiritual  and  sweet,  that  they  will  be  forever  in- 
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delibly  marked  on  the  tablet  of  their  memory.  Near  the  close 
of  the  earthly  Sabbath,  she  fell  asleep  in  Jesus,  and  entered  upon 
the  eternal  Sabbath  of  the  Jerusalem  above : 

"  Upborne  on  angel's  wings  beyond  the  skies, 
What  scenes  of  grandeur  greet  her  ravished  eyes  ! 
And  while  her  body  crumbles  back  to  dust, 
Her  soul  enraptured,  dwells  among  the  just ; 
There  to  remain  through  one  eternal  day, 
While  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  shall  pass  away." 

Thus,  at  the  early  age  of  fourteen  years,  passed  from  us  one 
fully  ripe  for  heaven — ours  no  longer  on  earth,  we  feel  she  is 
yet  our  representative  in  the  New  Jerusalem  above.  The  re- 
deemed await  our  arrival,  and,  as  one  by  one,  the  members  of  our 
Church  and  Sabbath -school  pass  onward  to  "  the  shining  shore," 
her  voice  will  first  bid  them  welcome,  and  her  hand  lead  them 
along  the  line  of  that  convocation  of  angel  spirits,  to  the  feet  of 
the  Saviour  "  whom  not  having  seen  they  now  love." 

"  Lovely  in  death  !    How  serenely  she  sleepeth  ! 

Holy  the  smile  is  that  beams  on  her  brow ! 
Sealed  there  by  Peace,  that  dear  angel  celestial, 

On  whose  placid  bosom  she  slumbereth  now. 

Bear  her  loved  form  to  its  place  of  sepulture ; 

Heap  the  light  sands  on  her  cold,  silent  breast ; 
In  the  garden  of  slumber,  place  the  heart's  cherished  idol, 

Gently  and  lovely — 0  there  let  her  rest." 

Let  me  now  address  a  few  words  to  the  dear  children  committed 
to  my  pastoral  care :  You  have,  my  dear  children,  an  impressive 
lesson  to  learn  by  this  providence.  What  is  said  of  Abel  is  true 
of  this  young  disciple:  " Being  dead  yet  speaketh  ;"  her  whole 
character  being  a  sweet  invitation  that  you  should  follow  her  to 
heaven.  Could  those  lips  once  more,  speak,  she  would  bid  you 
take  your  earliest  years  and  give  them  all  to  Jesus  ;  none  are  too 
young  to  die,  children,  and  if  you  can  love  an  earthly  father,  you 
also  can  love  your  Saviour,  who  is  dearer  than  any  earthly  being. 
You  arc  not  too  young  to  be  converted,  therefore,  if  you  would 
again  meet  our  sweet  flower  in  Paradise,  you  must  come  to  the 
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blessed  Saviour,  and  ask  him  to  wash  j^ou  in  his  blood,  and  guide 
you  to  the  happy  land.  There  you  will  not  only  meet  with  our 
beloved  angel,  Ella,  but  thousands  above  thousands,  who,  with 
golden  harps  in  their  hands,  and  crowns  upon  their  foreheads,  are 
singing,  "  worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb." 

A  word  also  to  parents  :  You  must  learn  to  seek  the  salvation 
of  your  children  in  their  earliest  years.  Could  you  see  the  child 
of  your  affections  suffer  temporal  anguish  and  not  shed  a  tear ; 
then  why,  oh,  why  is  it  that  you  do  not  earnestly  seek  for  their 
conversion,  so  that  they  may  escape  future  eternal  suffering? 
Would  not  your  hearts  fail  in  the  judgment,  to  hear  your  chil- 
dren saying  :  "I  had  a  father  and  mother,  but  they  never  led  me 
to  Jesus,  now  I  have  slighted  his  love,  and  despised  his  grace,  and 
I  am  LOST?"  Could  you  endure  this  scene  of  anguish?  My 
heart  deplores  the  ruined  family  altars,  and  carelessness  concern- 
ing the  salvation  of  the  young  in  this  and  other  places  ;  may  God 
touch  your  hearts  to  become  alive  to  the  fact  that  you  are  charged 
to  train  your  children  for  the  glory  of  His  grace,  and  the  king- 
dom of  everlasting  felicities.  By  the  death  of  Christ,  for  the 
redemption  of  the  world,  by  the  love  of  the  Holy  Spirit  that 
hovers  round  your  households,  by  your  own  dying  hours,  by 
the  scenes  of  the  judgment,  and  the  long  eternity,  of  bliss  or  misery, 
I  admonish  you  to  lead  your  children  to  the  foot-stool  of  God's 
mercy,  that  they  may  be  saved  "in  life's  dewy  morn." 

Laborers  in  the  Sabbath-school,  suffer  the  word  of  exhortation 
from  your  brother  and  companion  in  tribulation ;  what  a  stu- 
pendous work  is  yours  ;  the  brightest  seraphs  circling  the  eternal 
throne  have  no  higher  employ.  Teachers  in  secular  knowledge 
may  prepare  minds,  by  high  accomplishments,  to  discharge  their 
duties  in  society ;  but  the  Sabbath-school  teacher  trains  by  a 
weekly  ministry,  spirits,  not  only  to  imitate  Christ,  but  to  live 
and  reign  with  him,  when  this  world  and  all  its  glory  shall  have 
perished.  Yea,  when  the  whirling  orbs  above  us  shall  grow  dim 
and  expire  in  endless,  ray  less  night,  when  the  great  universe  has 
accomplished  its  gigantic  destiny,  and  the  vast  ocean  of  eternity 
rolls  over  the  unbounded,  shoreless  forever,  then  your  work  will 
stand  forth  in  majestic  proportions.     Believe  me,  that  the  teach- 


23 

ings  of  the  present  time  will  bring  to  you  a  crown  of  rejoicing 
and  gladness,  or  everlasting  shame  and  contempt.  Be  faithful; 
be  vigilant,  be  prayerful,  and  daily  implore  God  for  the  bestow- 
ment  of  His  grace,  that  ye  may  be  successful  in  leading  them  to 
live  a  life  of  purity,  that  they  may  hereafter  enjoy  the  fullness  of 
His  glory,  for  ever,  and  ever.  God  gave  us  this  young  saint  to 
instruct  us  how  sweetly  the  Holy  Spirit  can  renovate  man's  fallen 
nature,  and  make  fit  for  His  kingdom  these  under  our  watch-care, 
that  we  might  the  more  earnestly  endeavor  hereafter,  for  the  sal- 
vation of  children.  "  I  thank  thee  O  Father,  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth,  that  thou  hast  hid  these  things  from  the  wise  and  prudent, 
and  hast  revealed  them  unto  babes;  even  so,  Father,  for  it 
seemeth  good  in  thy  sight."  "No  mighty  works  are  done  in  many 
of  our  Sabbath-schools,  because  of  unbelief;  forbid  that  we 
despise  what  God  has  loved,  for  whom  Christ  died,  and  whose 
spirits  will  one  day  cluster  bright  around  the  central  throne  in 
heaven. 

To  those  who  serve  as  bearers  on  this  mournful  occasion,  let  me 
say  :  the  hour  is  fast  approaching,  and  comes  with  silent  tread 
when  others  will  bear  vour  lifeless  forms  to  their  final  resting- 
place.  What  preparation  have  you  made  for  that  solemn  hour  ? 
Are  you  prepared  to  die  ?  Heed  the  voice  of  this  providence, 
"  be  ye  also  ready,"  and  this  hour  commence  to  live  as  those 
who  are  prepared  to  die;  consecrating  your  time,  talents,  in- 
fluence— all  that  you  have,  and  are  to  God's  service,  which  He 
rightfully  demands  of  you.  Enter  on  this  state  of  preparation  now, 
that  whenever,  or  wherever,  you  may  be  called  to  die  it  may  be 
said  of  you  also — "  It  is  well." 

Dearly  beloved  parents  of  the  deceased,  allow  me,  as  a  com- 
forter of  the  mourner,  to  tender  the  chalice  of  consolation,  drawn 
from  the  ever-blessed  Gospel.  Your  wounded  spirits  in  this  hour 
of  bereavement  must  derive  strength  by  reclining  on  God's  never- 
failing  promises.  He  is  faithful  that  hath  promised:  "I  will 
never  leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee."  Let  the  wish  to  bring  her 
back  to  these  scenes  of  suffering,  temptation  and  disappointments, 
to  be  crushed  again  by  death,  be  the  last  desire  of  your  anguish- 
riven  hearts.     You  would  have  gloried  in  her  progress  had  she 
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outstripped  you  in  the  kingdom  of  grace  on  earth  ;  why  then  not 
praise  delivering  grace  in  bringing  her  first  to  the  kingdom  of 
glory  ?  In  a  few  short  years  a  blessed  re-union  will  take  place, 
where  the  smiter  Death  will  have  no  more  power,  for  the  former 
things  shall  have  passed  away  forever.  1*  Blessed  are  the  dead 
which  die  in  the  Lord,  for  they  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither 
thirst  any  more,  neither  shall  the  sun  light  on  them  any  more,  nor 
any  heat.  And  there  shall  be  no  night  there,  for  the  glory  of  God 
and  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof.  And  there  shall  be  no  more 
deaths  neither  sorrow  nor  crying,  neither  shall  there  be  any  more 
pain,  for  the  Lamb,  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne,  shall  lead 
them  into  living  fountains  of  waters,  and  God  shall  wipe  away  all 
tears  from  their  eyes."  Now  let  us  arise  and  go  to  the  garden 
of  our  dead,  and  lay  down  this  beloved  form  to  rest,  in  the  glorious 
hope  of  a  triumphant  resurrection.  "  She  is  not  dead  but  sleepeth." 
You  may  experience  a  second  death  on  your  return  to  the  lonely 
home,  and  see  the  empty  room,  and  listen  for  the  voice  that  is  now 
silent ;  a  thousand  things  will  recall  to  your  mind  her  absence  ;  but 
be  assured  Christ  will  be  there,  and  by  his  own  presence  and  sym- 
pathy, He  will  seek  to  strengthen  you  for  the  darkness,  perplexity 
and  heavy  weight  of  sorrow.  Be  resigned,  be  not  ungrateful,  to 
pass  unheeded  all  the  blessed  mercies  attending  this  affliction. 
Think  of  the  all-sustaining  grace  given  to  the  departed,  and  of 
the  many  precious  memories  that  throng  around  your  hearts,  and 
seek  to  glorify  God  by  holy  submission,  saying  :  "  The  Lord 
gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away,  blessed  be  the  name  of 
the  Lord."  Honor  Christ  by  a  closer  walk,  and  holier  com- 
munion with  Him,  so  that  when  death  shall  loosen  these 
fleshy  bonds,  and  the  tabernacle  of  dust  fall  in  ruins,  her  tri- 
umphant spirit  may  join  j^ours,  and  unite  in  the  new  song  before 
the  throne.  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain  to  receive 
power,  and  riches,  and  wisdom,  and  strength,  and  honor,  and 
glory  for  ever  and  ever.  Unto  Him  that  loved  us,  and  washed 
us  from  our  sins  in  his  own  blood,  and  has  made  us  kings  and 
priests  unto  God  and  his  Father ;  to  Him  be  glory  and  dominion 
for  ever  and  ever.     AMEIST. 
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The  following  hymn  was  often  sung  by  Ella,  and,  at  the  request 
of  the  parents,  formed  a  part  of  the  introductory  services  : — 


A  beautiful  land  by  faith  I  see, 

A  land  of  rest  from  sorrow  free  ; 

The  home  of  the  ransomed  bright  and  fair, 

And  beautiful  angels  too  are  there. 

Will  you  go  to  that  beautiful  land  ? 

That  land  is  called  the  City  of  Light ; 
It  ne'er  has  known  the  shades  of  night, 
For  the  glory  of  God,  as  the  light  of  day, 
Hath  driven  the  darkness  far  away. 

Will  you  go  to  that  beautiful  land  ? 

In  vision  I  see  its  streets  of  gold, 
Its  gates  of  gold  I  too  behold ; 
The  river  of  life,  the  crystal  sea, 
The  ambrosial  fruit  of  life's  fair  tree. 
Will  you  go  to  that  beautiful  land  ? 

The  ransomed  throng  arrayed  in  white, 
In  rapture  range  the  plains  of  light ; 
In  one  harmonious  choir  they  praise 
Their  glorious  Saviour's  matchless  grace. 
Will  you  go  to  that  beautiful  land  ? 


"  Father,  remove  this  cup." 

Though  in  His  stress  of  human  grief 

An  angel  bore  him  up, 
My  Lord  loved  not  the  gall  to  taste, 
Nor  seized  the  draught  with  vaunting  haste, 
But  cried,  with  yearning  for  relief, 

11  Father,  remove  this  cup  ! " 
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Not  with  a  Stoic's  stony  pride, 

Veiled  with  a  seraph's  wings, 
The  Christ  looked  through  the  garden's  gloom, 
Upon  the  thorns,  the  cross,  the  tomb, 
But  faintly  turned  His  head  aside, 

With  human  shudderings. 

When  sin's  red  vintage  must  outflow, 

His  cruel  drink  to  be — 
With  no  defiant  step  he  trod, 
The  wine-press  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
But  meekly  prayed,  to  shun  the  woe, 

"  Remove  this  cup  from  me." 

And  may  not  I,  when  from  the  cloud 

That  darkly  folds  me  up, 
The  heavy  drops  of  grief  distil, 
And  life's  deep  chalice  overfill, 
Cry  out,  afraid,  and  not  too  proud— 

"  Father,  remove  this  cup ! " 

Why  need  my  lips  the  gall  embrace, 

Nor  shrink  with  pale  dismay  ; 
It  is  enough,  that  I  as  He, 
The  servant  as  his  Lord  should  be, 
And  I  may  plead  with  God's  sweet  grace— 

"  Let  this  cup  pass  away." 

Yet  while  I  sue,  like  my  dear  Lord, 

Some  bitter  cup  to  shun, 
Like  Him  the  murmur  I  must  fold, 
In  high  resolve  and  purpose  bold, 
And  copy  still  His  loftier  word— 

"  Yet  not  my  will  be  done." 

His  fainting  flesh  and  faltering  speech, 

May  not  my  patterns  be, 
While  these  alone  I  wrongly  learn, 
And  from  the  true  example  turn, 
Which  my  weak  words  may  never  reach— 

"  Remove  this  cup  from  me." 
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This  plea  be  mine — and  only  then — 

When  from  these  lips  of  clay, 
Can  break  the  Master's  after  tone, 
Yet  "  not  my  will  but  Thine,  be  done," 
And  joyful  suffering  hush  the  strain, 
•4  Let  this  cup  pass  away." 
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No  night  of  sorrow  shall  be  there  !   All  griefs,  all  sighs  are  o'er; 
No  bleeding  heart,  no  tear-dimmed  eyes,  on  that  celestial  shore. 
God,  with  his  gentle  hand  of  love,  shall  wipe  all  tears  away, 
And  in  His  presence  we  shall  joy,  secure  in  cloudless  day  ! 

No  night  of  sin  can  enter  there  !  like  Jesus  we  shall  be, 

For  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is,  and  holy  be  as  He  ; 

No  wandering  thoughts,  no  anxious  cares,  shall  agitate  our  breast ; 

No  sin  shall  mar  our  services,  in  yonder  land  of  rest. 

No  night  of  ignorance  is  there  !   We'll  know  as  we  are  kuown, 
And,  through  a  blest  eternity,  rejoice  before  the  throne  ; 
No  clouds  shall  e'er  o'ershadow  us,  faith  shall  be  changed  to  sight, 
All  gloomy  doubts  and  fear  dispelled,  in  that  fair  land  of  light! 

No  night  of  suffering  is  there  !  no  weariness,  no  pain  ; 
The  ransomed  in  that  better  land,  shall  ne'er  be  sick  again  ; 
No  aching  head,  no  fever'd  brow,  shall  weigh  our  spirits  down, 
For,  in  Emmanuel's  happy  land,  all  sickness  is  unknown. 

No  night  of  parting  shall  be  there !  Our  loved  ones,  gone  before, 
Shall  hail  us  at  the  gates  of  bliss  ;  we'll  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
To  be  forever  with  the  Lord,  our  griefs,  our  trials  o'er, 
No  tearful  eye,  no  sad  farewell,  on  yonder  radiant  shore ! 

No  night  of  death  can  enter  there  !  to  close  our  peaceful  rest, 
No  tender  ties  are  sever'd  in  the  mansions  of  the  blest  ; 
Once  in  our  happy,  longed-for  home,  we'll  rest  in  Jesus'  love  ; 
For  ah  !  no  night  can  ever  be  in  that  bright  world  above ! 


